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Experiments in Horatian Metres 

Carm I 23 
Fast you fly as a fawn, Chloe the fearful- 
heart, 
Lost and wae for its dam, all on the home- 
less hills, 
Trembling sore for a whisper, 
Breeze or bubble or lisp of leaf. 

1' 
Thrills the step of the Spring over the green- 
ing trees — 
Slides a lizard along under a bramble-bush — 
Ah, the bound and the heart-beat, 
Knees that quiver and feet that fail! 

Child, am I as a beast out of the wilderness — 
Tigress craving her kill-lion of Africa? 
Leave your mother a space, sweet ! 
Learn the shield of a man's embrace. 
Alice Van Vliet, 

Packer Institute 

Carm I 38 
How I hate them, Orient pomps and prank- 

ings ! 
Not for me your garlands of prim-set posies ! 
Seek no longer, lad, where a late rose lingers 
After its season. 

Just a spray of myrtle for grace and green- 
ness, 

Naught but that, I charge you, for man or 
master, 

•Comely crown enough for our country feast- 
ing 
Under the vine-leaves. 

Alice Van Vliet, 

Packer Institute 



Carm I 27 
What Thracian trick, companions, to hurl in 

strife 
The genial wine-cup ! Truce to your wrang- 
ling ways! 
Let Bacchus here be staid and seemly, 
Free from dishonor of boasts and brawl- 
ing. 

Sweet wine and banquet lamps — and a Per- 
sian dirk! 
What boundless discord! Shame on the 
drunken din! 
Nay, down my masters, down at table! 
Back to the couch and the festal order! 

What, I to drain a share of so fierce a brew ? 
A toast, then! Hark ye! Whose is the 
dulcet wound? 
Let fair Megilla's brother own it! 
Whence is the shaft of his heart's un- 
doing f 

What! Silent still! I drink for no meaner 

bride. 
Nay, tell me ! Sure, the fire of a worthy love 
Brings naught to blush for. Who's the 
maiden ? 
Gentle and fine, if I know your fancy. 

Come, breathe it soft, alone to this friendly 

ear. 
I'll guard the secret. 

Jove, do I hear? Not that! 
Poor soul, to sink in such a whirlpool! 
Lad, you were fit for a nobler mating. 

Can all the charms that breed in Thessalian 

soil, 
Can witch, can wise man heal you ? Can Jove 
himself? 
To loose you now from yon Chimaera 
Craves a Bellerophon's deed of story 
Alice Van Vliet, 

Packer Institute 



